


















Stepping Through the Secret Door:
Passages to Fairyland in Children’s Literature





















...... when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its
 
waistcoat-pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice
 
started to her feet ......burning with curiosity,she ran across the
 
field after it,and fortunately was just in time to see it pop down
 
a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.
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 In another moment down went Alice after it, never once
 
considering how in the world she was to get out again.
The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way,
and then dipped suddenly down,so suddenly that Alice had not a
 
moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself
 
falling down a very deep well.
Either the well was very deep or she fell very slowly,for she
 
had plenty of time as she went down to look about her,and to
 
wonder what was going to happen next. First,she tried to look
 
down and make out what she was coming to,but it was too dark
 
to see anything;then she looked at the sides of the well, and
 
noticed that they were filled with cupboards and pictures hung
 
upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the shelves as she
 
passed; it was labeled “orange marmalade,”but to her great
 
disappointment it was empty:she did not like to drop the jar for
 
fear of killing somebody,so managed to put it into one of the
 
cupboards as she fell past it......
Down,down,down ......when suddenly,thump!thump!down
 






































......So,to punish it,she held it up to the Looking-glass,that it
 
might see how sulky it was―“and if you’re not good directly,”
she added,“I’ll put you through the Looking-glass House. How
 
would you like that?
“Now ...... I’ll tell you all my ideas about Looking-glass
 
House. First,there’s the room you can see through the glass―
that’s just the same as our drawing-room,only the things go the
 
other way. I can see all of it when I get upon a chair―all but the
 
bit just behind the fireplace. Oh! I do so wish I could see that
 
bit!......Well then,the books are something like our books,only
 
the words go the wrong way;I know that,because I’ve held up
 
one of our books to the glass,and then they hold up one in the
 
other room.
“How would you like to live in Looking-glass House,Kitty?
......Oh,Kitty! How nice it would be if we could only get through
 
into Looking-glass House!......Let’s pretend the glass has got all
 
soft like gauze,so that we can get through. Why, it’s turning
 
into a sort of mist now, I declare! It’ll be easy enough to get
 
through―”She was up on the chimney-piece while she said this,
though she hardly knew how she had got there. And certainly
 
the glass was beginning to melt away,just like a bright silvery
 
mist.
In another moment Alice was through the glass, and had
 
jumped lightly down into the Looking-glass room......
Then she began looking about and noticed that what could
 
be seen from the old room was quite common and uninteresting,

















































From the far north they heard a low wail of the wind,and
 
Uncle Henry and Dorothy could see where the long grass bowed
 
in waves before the coming storm. There now came a sharp
 
whistling in the air from the south,and as they turned their eyes
 





“There’s a cyclone coming,Em,”he called to his wife;“I’ll go
 
look after the stock.” Then he ran toward the sheds where the
 
cows and horses were kept.
Aunt Em dropped her work and came to the door. One
 
glance told her of the danger close at hand.
“Quick,Dorothy!”she screamed;“run for the cellar!”
Toto jumped out of Dorothy’s arms and hid under the bed,
and the girl started to get him......Dorothy caught Toto at last,
and started to follow her aunt. When she was halfway across
 
the room there came a great shriek from the wind,and the house
 
shook so hard that she lost her footing and sat down suddenly
 
upon the floor.
A strange thing then happened.
The house whirled around two or three times and rose
 
slowly through the air. Dorothy felt as if she were going up in
 
a balloon.
The north and south winds met where the house stood,and
 
made it the exact centre of the cyclone. In the middle of a
 
cyclone the air is generally still,but the pressure of the wind on
 
every side of the house raised it up higher and higher,until it was
 
at the very top of the cyclone;and there it remained and was
 
carried miles and miles away as easily as you could carry a
 
feather......
It was very dark,and the wind howled horribly around her,
but Dorothy found she was riding quite easily......In spite of the
 
swaying of the house and the wailing of the wind,Dorothy soon
 
closed her eyes and fell fast asleep......
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 She was awakened by a shock ......the jar made her catch her
 
breath and wonder what had happened...... Dorothy sat up and
 
noticed that the house was not moving;nor was it dark,for the
 
bright sunshine came in at the window,flooding the little room.
She sprang from her bed and with Toto at her heels ran and
 
opened the door.
The little girl gave a cry of amazement and looked about
 
her,her eyes growing bigger and bigger at the wonderful sights
 
she saw.
The cyclone had set the house down,very gently......in the
 














































......while she was dreaming the window of the nursery blew
 
open,and a boy did drop on the floor. He was accompanied by
 
a strange light,no bigger than your fist,which darted about the
 
room like a living thing;and I think it must have been this light
 
that wakened Mrs Darling.
She started up with a cry,and saw the boy,and somehow she
 
knew at once that he was Peter Pan......He was a lovely boy,clad
 
in skeleton leaves and the juices that ooze out of trees;but the
 























It looked delightfully easy,and they tried it first from the
 
floor and then from the beds,but they always went down instead
 
of up.
“I say,how do you do it?”asked John,rubbing his knee. He
 
was quite a practical boy.
“You just think lovely wonderful thoughts.”
He showed them again.
“You’re so nippy at it,”John said;“couldn’t you do it very
 
slowly once?”
Peter did it both slowly and quickly. “I’ve got it now,
Wendy!”cried John,but soon he found he had not. Not one of
 
them could fly an inch......
Of course Peter had been trifling with them,for no one can
 
fly unless the fairy dust has been blown on him. Fortunately......
one of his hands was messy with it,and he blew some on each of
 
them,with the most superb results.
“Now just wriggle your shoulders this way,”he said,“and let
 
go.”
They were all on their beds,and gallant Michael let go first.
He did not quite mean to let go,but he did it,and immediately he
 
was borne across the room......
They were not nearly so elegant as Peter,they could not help
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 kicking a little,but their heads were bobbing against the ceiling,
and there is almost nothing so delicious as that......
Up and down they went and round and round. Heavenly
 
was Wendy’s word.
“I say,”cried John,“why shouldn’t we all go out!”
Of course it was to this that Peter had been luring them.
Michael was ready:he wanted to see how long it took him to
 
do a billion miles. But Wendy hesitated.
“Mermaids!”said Peter again.
“Oo!”
“And there are pirates.”

















Then Peter knew that there was not a moment to lose.
“Come,”he cried imperiously,and soared out at once into the
 
night followed by John and Michael and Wendy.
Mr and Mrs Darling and Nana rushed into the nursery too
 
late. The birds were flown.(p.54)
ピーター・パンが言う「二つめの角を右にまがって、朝までまっすぐ















C・S・ルイス（Clive Staples Lewis, 1898-1963）の『ライオンと魔
女』（The Lion,the Witch and the Wardrobe,1950）は?ナルニア国物















......To her surprise it opened quite easily,and two mothballs
 
dropped out.
Looking into the inside,she saw several coats hanging up―
mostly long fur coats...... She immediately stepped into the
 
wardrobe and got in among the coats and rubbed her face against
 
them...... Soon she went further in and found that there was a
 
second row of coats hanging up behind the first one. It was
 
almost quite dark in there and she kept her arms stretched out in
 
front of her so as not to bump her face into the back of the
 
wardrobe. She took a step further in―then two or three steps―
always expecting to feel woodwork against the tips of her fin-
gers. But she could not feel it.
“This must be a simply enormous wardrobe!”thought Lucy,




to make room for her. Then she noticed that there was some-
thing crunching under her feet. “I wonder is that more moth-
balls?”she thought,stooping down to feel it with her hand. But
 
instead of feeling the hard, smooth wood of the floor of the
 
wardrobe, she felt something soft and powdery and extremely
 
cold. “This is very queer,”she said,and went on a step or two
 
further.
Next moment she found that what was rubbing against her
 
face and hands was no longer soft fur but something hard and
 
rough and even prickly. “Why,it is just like branches of trees!”
exclaimed Lucy. And then she saw that there was a light ahead
 
of her;not a few inches away where the back of the wardrobe
 
ought to have been,but a long way off. Something cold and soft
 
was falling on her. A moment later she found that she was
 
standing in the middle of a wood at night-time with snow under
 


























































Thirteen?......had it really struck thirteen? Even mad old
 
clocks never struck that. He must have imagined it. Had he
 
not been falling asleep,or already sleeping? But no,awake or
 
dozing,he had counted up to thirteen. He was sure of it......
Tom sat up in bed, a little angry in his turn. “Now,”he
 
said,“I’m going to prove this,one way or the other. I’m going
 
to see what the clock fingers say. I’m going down to the hall.”
......The lights on the first-floor landing and in the hall were
 
turned out ...... The only illumination was a sideways shaft of
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 moonlight through the long window part way up the stairs.
Tom felt his way downstairs and into the hall.
......He could find the grandfather clock―a tall and ancient
 
figure of black in the lesser blackness―but he was unable to read
 
its face ......
Tom studied the moonbeam, with an idea growing in his
 
mind. From the direction in which the beam came,he saw that
 
the moon must be shining at the back of the house. Very well,
then,if he opened the door at the far end of the hall......he would
 
let that moonlight in. With luck there might be enough light for
 
him to read the clock-face......
Tom opened the door wide and let in the moonlight. It
 
flooded in ......The illumination was perfect,but Tom did not at
 
once turn to see what it showed him on the clock-face. Instead
 
he took a step forward on to the doorstep. He was staring,at
 
first in surprise,then with indignation,at what he saw outside.
That they should have deceived him―lied to him―like this!
They had said,“It’s not worth your while going out at the back,
Tom ...... A sort of back-yard, very poky, with rubbish bins.
Really,there’s nothing to see.”
Nothing ... Only this: a great lawn where flower-beds
 
bloomed;a towering fir-tree,and thick,beetle-browed yews that
 
humped their shapes down two sides of the lawn;on the third
 
side,to the right,a greenhouse almost the size of a real house;
from each corner of the lawn,a path that twisted away to some
 



































































There was nothing else for it.
“Excuse me,”Harry said to the plump woman.
“Hullo, dear,”she said. “First time at Hogwarts? Ron’s
 
new,too.”
She pointed at the last and youngest of her sons......
“Yes,”said Harry. “The thing is―the thing is,I don’t know
 
how to―”
“How to get on to the platform?”she said kindly,and Harry
 
nodded.
“Not to worry,”she said. “All you have to do is walk
 
straight at the barrier between platforms nine and ten. Don’t
 
stop and don’t be scared you’ll crash into it, that’s very impor-




He pushed his trolley round and stared at the barrier. It
 
looked very solid.
He started to walk towards it. People jostled him on their
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 way to platforms nine and ten. Harry walked more quickly.
He was going to smash right into that ticket box and then he’d
 
be in trouble―leaning forward on his trolley he broke into a
 
heavy run―the barrier was coming nearer and nearer―he
 
wouldn’t be able to stop―the trolley was out of control―he was
 
a foot away―he closed his eyes ready for the crash―
It didn’t come...he kept on running ...he opened his eyes.
A scarlet steam engine was waiting next to a platform
 
packed with people. A sign overhead said Hogwarts Express,11
 
o’clock. Harry looked behind him and saw a wrought-iron
 
archway where the ticket box had been,with the words Platform
 
























第２巻『ハリー・ポッターと秘密の部屋』（Harry Potter and the
 
Chamber of Secrets, 1998）に登場する暖炉から暖炉への空間移動には
「煙突飛行粉（Floo powder）」という魔法の粉が必要であり、第３巻『ハ
リー・ポッターとアズカバンの囚人』（Harry Potter and the Prisoner
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